
Sonnet 130:  My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun (1609) 

by William Shakespeare 

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;  

Coral is far more red than her lips' red;  

If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;  

If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.  

I have seen roses damasked, red and white,  

But no such roses see I in her cheeks;  

And in some perfumes is there more delight  

Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.  

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know  

That music hath a far more pleasing sound;  

I grant I never saw a goddess go;  

My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground.  

   And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare  

   As any she belied with false compare. 

 

 

The Harlem Dancer (1922) 

by Claude McKay 

Applauding youths laughed with young prostitutes 

And watched her perfect, half-clothed body sway; 

Her voice was like the sound of blended flutes 

Blown by black players upon a picnic day. 

She sang and danced on gracefully and calm, 



The light gauze hanging loose about her form; 

To me she seemed a proudly-swaying palm 

Grown lovelier for passing through a storm. 

Upon her swarthy neck black shiny curls 

Luxuriant fell; and tossing coins in praise, 

The wine-flushed, bold-eyed boys, and even the girls, 

Devoured her shape with eager, passionate gaze; 

But looking at her falsely-smiling face, 

I knew her self was not in that strange place. 

 

 

 

In The Park​  (1963) 

 ​by Gwen Harwood 

 

She sits in the park. Her clothes are out of date.  

Two children whine and bicker, tug her skirt.  

A third draws aimless patterns in the dirt  

Someone she loved once passed by--too late  

to feign indifference to that casual nod.  

“How nice,” et cetera. “Time holds great surprises.”  

From his neat head unquestionably rises  

a small balloon. . . “but for the grace of God . . .”  

 

They stand a while in flickering light, rehearsing  

the children’s names and birthdays. “It’s so sweet  

to hear their chatter, watch them grow and thrive,”  



she says to his departing smile. Then, nursing  

the youngest child, sits staring at her feet.  

To the wind she says, “They have eaten me alive.” 

 

 

 

The New Colossus (1883) 

by Emma Lazarus 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,  

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;  

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand  

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame  

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name  

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand  

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command  

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.  

“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she  

With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,  

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,  

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.  

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,  

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”  

 

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems-and-poets/poets/detail/emma-lazarus


The Passionate Shepherd to His Love (1600) 

by Christopher Marlowe 

Come live with me and be my love,  

And we will all the pleasures prove,  

That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields,  

Woods, or steepy mountain yields.  

 

And we will sit upon the Rocks,  

Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks,  

By shallow Rivers to whose falls  

Melodious birds sing Madrigals.  

 

And I will make thee beds of Roses  

And a thousand fragrant posies,  

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle  

Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle;  

 

A gown made of the finest wool  

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull;  

Fair lined slippers for the cold,  

With buckles of the purest gold;  

 

A belt of straw and Ivy buds,  

With Coral clasps and Amber studs:  

And if these pleasures may thee move,  



Come live with me, and be my love.  

 

The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing  

For thy delight each May-morning:  

If these delights thy mind may move,  

Then live with me, and be my love. 

 

 

The Nymph’s Reply to the Shepherd (1600) 

by Sir Walter Raleigh 

 

If all the world and love were young,  

And truth in every Shepherd’s tongue,  

These pretty pleasures might me move,  

To live with thee, and be thy love.  

 

Time drives the flocks from field to fold,  

When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold,  

And ​Philomel​  becometh dumb,  

The rest complains of cares to come.  

 

The flowers do fade, and wanton fields,  

To wayward winter reckoning yields,  

A honey tongue, a heart of gall,  

Is fancy’s spring, but sorrow’s fall.  

 



Thy gowns, thy shoes, thy beds of Roses,  

Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy posies  

Soon break, soon wither, soon forgotten:  

In folly ripe, in reason rotten.  

 

Thy belt of straw and Ivy buds,  

The Coral clasps and amber studs,  

All these in me no means can move  

To come to thee and be thy love.  

 

But could youth last, and love still breed,  

Had joys no date, nor age no need,  

Then these delights my mind might move  

To live with thee, and be thy love. 

 

What’s That Smell in the Kitchen? (1983) 

by Marge Piercy 

All over America women are burning dinners. 

It’s lambchops in Peoria: it’s haddock 

in Providence; it’s steak in Chicago: 

tofu delight in Big Sur; red rice and beans in Dallas. 

All over America women are burning  

food they’re supposed to bring with calico  

smile on platters glittering like wax. 

Anger sputters in her brainpan, confined  

but spewing out missiles of hot fat. 



Carbonized despair presses like a clinker 

from a barbecue against the back of her eyes. 

If she wants to grill anything, it’s 

her husband spitted over a slow fire. 

If she wants to serve him anything  

it’s a dead rat with a bomb in its belly  

ticking like the heart of an insomniac. 

Her life is cooked and digested, 

nothing but leftovers in Tupperware. 

Look, she says, once I was roast duck 

on your platter with parsley but now I am Spam. 

Burning dinner is not incompetence but war. 

 

[Who would divorce her lover . . .] (1986) 

By Marilyn Hacker 

Who would divorce her lover with a phone  

call? You did. Like that, it’s finished, done—  

or is for you. I’m left with closets of  

grief (you moved out your things next day). I love  

you. I want to make the phone call this  

time, say, pack your axe, cab uptown, kiss  

me, lots. I’ll run a bubble bath; we’ll sing  

in the tub. We worked for love, loved it. Don’t sling  

that out with Friday’s beer cans, or file-card it  

in a drawer of anecdotes: “My Last  

Six Girlfriends: How a Girl Acquires a Past.”  



I’ve got “What Becomes of the Broken-Hearted”  

run on a loop, unwanted leitmotif.  

Lust, light, love, life all tumbled into grief.  

You closed us off like a parenthesis  

and left me knowing just enough to miss.  

 

 


